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iwo miles from Soma the infamous monk showed me a
little sack of truffles which he had stolen from our hostess in
return for her hospitality. The truffles were worth at least
two sequins. I tore the sack out of his hands, telling him I
would send it back. As he would not listen to this we came
to blows, and having knocked him down and taken away
his stick, I left him. At the next village I wrote a letter of
apology to the fair hostess, with whom I had left a portion
of my heart, and sent back the truffles.
I arrived in the oldest capital in the world with seven
paoli in my pocket. Thus sadly equipped, I cared nothing
for the beauties of Rome, but I went straight towards
Monti-Magnanopoli, where I was to find my bishop. I was
told he had gone away ten days before my arrival, leaving
instructions and money for me to follow him to Naples.
A coach left the next day. Not caring to do any sight-
seeing I engaged a seat in it, and stayed in bed until the
time for my departure. I arrived at Naples on the 6th of
September, only to learn that my bishop had proceeded to
Martorano. He had left no instructions for me, no one knew
anything about me. I was alone in the immense city, with
no acquaintances, and very little money. No matter, my
destiny called me to Martorano, and to Martorano I would
go; it was only two hundred miles! The coaches would not
take me as I had no luggage, unless I paid in advance, so I
determined to set off on foot, begging my food and lodging
like Brother Stephano. My first halt was at Portici, where I
came after walking an hour and a half. My legs and my
head were tired5 I determined to spend a quarter of my
capital on a good dinner and a good bed. Then I would
consider!